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The New Guy 


Author's Notes: 
Another Kirk/Lars story I'm starting for those who are asking! | will try to update often. Enjoy! 


We just fired Dave last week. Finally. His bullshit was starting to get old. | know James was attached to him a 
little more than me, but Cliff and | finally convinced him that Dave was doing a great deal more damage than 


good. He was pleasant enough while sober, but ‘Dave’ and ‘sober’ were two things that rarely went together. 


In the end, we all agree that it was the right thing to do. Anyway, we've got a new guitarist that's pretty 
exciting. He's from Exodus, and his name is Kirk.Hamilton? No, that isn't it. It's something like that. | forget 
sometimes. The guy is just so quiet and shy all the time. He's worse than James. 


| also sort of like him. When you can get him to talk, he's about the nicest person around here. Everyone can 


be a little crude and mean, but Kirk is pleasant and intelligent. It's comforting to meet someone like that. 


The more we talk, the more | like the guy. He gets so excited about his interests, and he's very funny, too. 
Sometimes he twirls a piece of his curly, dark hair around his finger while he talks, and his eyes light up, and 


he smiles... 
What am | saying? | don't like the new guy. Kirk's cool, but don't get me wrong, | do not like the new guy. He's 
just interesting, that's all. Who cares that we spend a lot of time together? Cliff's "wise" glances at me while 


we're together are just his usual speculation. Trust me, there is nothing going on between me and the new guy. 


But that doesn't mean | can promise that there won't be anything in the future. 


Confession 


Author's Notes: 
Ill try to update often. Hope you enjoy! 


Kirk's been in the band for a few months now, and | finally have his last name down. Its Hammett. And l'm 


sure of that. 


He's really opened up these past few months. He's come far from the shy, quiet guy who first joined the band. 
Its nice to have him around. He's nice to everyone, and everyone likes him. We finally don't have to be in 


trouble all the time just because of our guitarist. 


l'm in my own kind of trouble, though. All that denying | was doing a couple months ago, well, | gave up on that. 
| like Kirk A lot. The more we talk, the worse it gets. It feels like | have a little high school crush, the way he 


makes me blush and stare. 


James and Cliff are starting to notice, too. That's the worst part. They laugh and watch me when I'm with Kirk, 
and they always make sure to leave us alone at the most awkward times. A couple of nights ago, for example, 
we had all been hanging out after doing a show, and Kirk was really close to me, of course. James and Cliff 

always made sure that happened. Anyway, Kirk and | were sitting pretty close together, because we're living in 


pretty close quarters. | didn't mind much, though. Although it was sort of torture, | liked Kirk this close to me. 


We were both pretty drunk, but Kirk didn't handle it quite as well as | did. As I've come to learn over the past 
few months, he's very snuggly when he's drunk. Again, not that | really mind, but having him with his arm 
around my waist and his head on my shoulder is more than a little awkward. 


James and Cliff noticed pretty quickly. Having them there at least made it a little less awkward, because | could 
at least pretend to be normal when they were around. But they didn't stick around for long. They enjoy 


torturing me too much to have stayed. 


Kirk was barely conscious, and mumbling incoherently. He was laughing at something, but | had no idea what. | 
still don't. He says that he doesn't really remember that night. | believe him, mostly because of the awful 


hangover he woke up with. 


Anyway, he was draped all over me and babbling about something. Meanwhile, | was trying to distract myself 


from the fact that the person | was developing a raging crush on was practically on top of me. 


After a few minutes of this, | felt Kirk's hand tug at my hair, drawing me closer. "I have to tell you a secret, 


Lars. Come here," he mumbled. The mischievous grin on his face scared me a little. 


Soon, his lips were near my ear, his warm, alcohol-scented breath on my neck. It nearly made me shiver. He 


giggled softly. "I think you're cute," Kirk whispered. 


My cheeks were hot in no time. What was Kirk saying? More importantly, did he mean it? "Kirk, what the hell?" 
| asked in reply. | couldn't come up with anything better. 


Kirk shrugged and smiled that cute, toothy smile I'd only seen a few other times; a smile l'm dying to see more 
of. "Sorry. It's only true." And with that, his head fell back against my shoulder, a cloud of black, curly locks 


covering his face. 


| shook him, tried to get his attention, but it didn't work. He was completely passed out. | soon fell asleep, too, 


and we ended up staying like that until the next morning; the neck cramps weren't pleasant for either of us. 


Though | hinted around, Kirk had no recollection of the night before. Although | was dying to know if he meant 
it, | wasn't going to give away how | felt about him. Not for a long time. 


Its been about three days since that day. I'm still working the kinks out of my neck. I'm also still trying to 
figure out Kirk Hammett. 


Focus 


Author's Notes: 
This chapter was fun to write, and | hope you all enjoy it too! I'll try to update again soon. 


| can hardly believe that Kirk's been in the band for a year already. Time's really been flying. The band is 
coming a long way, too. We have a real album out. We've got serious fans. Girls, even. Not that l'm necessarily 
interested in them at this point. 


Before Kirk, | had never explored the idea of being with guys much. | was never opposed to it or anything, but 
it wasn't something | pursued. | mean, of course, | knew there was something. James had never been shy about 
leaving his shirt off with just me around, and | won't lie, | always found that a little attractive. Not that he'll 


ever know. It's not like | have the serious hots for my best friend or something. James would kill me. 


Anyway, it's different with Kirk. | just felt drawn to him in a weird way, right from the start. I've never 
thought he was just outright hot, like the girls from the magazines that were always on James's and my 
bedroom walls. Its more like, he smiles a certain way, and it's all I'll think about for the rest of the night. He 
does the thing with his hair, just plays with that one extra curly piece, and | can't stop watching him. He wears 
that one pair of tight black jeans that hug his ass just right.. 


Okay, maybe | do think he's kinda hot like that. 


Not that it particularly matters. Kirk is enjoying all the pretty girls that come up to him. | guess Exodus never 
got that kind of attention Lots of mornings, he comes back with that dark mop of curls all sticking out and 
messy, the same rumpled clothing he was wearing the previous night, and an interesting tale of his 


experiences. 


Though James tends to nod absently through his stories, picking at his guitar strings or playing catch with 
Cliff and a wadded paper ball, | listen with fascination. The embarrassed laughs, the sometimes nervous voice, 
the still-shy way he stops to chew on his fingernails sometimes, | can't get enough of watching that, no 
matter how jealous | may be of the contents of the story. 


Still, though, | get a lot of nights with Kirk. As I've come to learn, he absolutely loves horror movies. He asked, 
a few months ago, whether | liked them or not. I'd never really watched them, but | wanted to impress him, so 
of course | said | liked them. 


Oh, was | wrong. 


| remember the first time we sat down to watch one together. I'd been avoiding it for a while, because | didn't 


know how I'd handle it. Finally, though, | felt that he'd figure out | was lying if | kept avoiding it. | agreed to 


watch any movie he wanted. He tried to make me pick, but | refused, because, as you remember, | don't know 


shit about horror. This is a decision | regret completely. 


| could have done a little research, | could have just racked my brain for any random title, but instead, | let 
Kirk Hammett, who might as well be the patron saint of Horror Geekdom, have his pick. And his pick, of course, 
was going to be good. It was good, alright. His pick was The Exorcist. 


As we sat down to watch the movie, | didn't know what to expect. Certainly nothing too terrible. How bad could 
a stupid movie be, after all? Not too much for me. I've seen it all, right? I've lived in the earthly version of 
hell, also known as New York City. I've seen cockroaches the size of rats and rats the size of small dogs. There 


is nothing too scary for me. 
Or so | thought, anyway. 


It took a grand total of 43 minutes for me to make Kirk pause the movie. Why do | know that it was 43 
minutes? Because | was watching the clock to distract myself from the horror | was witnessing on our shitty 


little TV. 


"What's wrong?" Kirk had asked. He was unassuming, of course. He had no idea | was about to literally piss my 
pants. 


"Nothing. | just gotta take a piss really quick," | said nonchalantly. Kirk merely nodded in reply. With that, | had 
sprung off the couch and was running to the bathroom, towards the light, towards the other room, towards 


safety, towards- 
"What's wrong, Lars?" 


| gasped, screeched, and jumped backwards. The tall figure standing over me, the deepish voice, the soul-eating 


demon, the thing that would kill me, full bladder and all. 


It was Cliff's hysterical laughter and extended hand that brought me back to my senses. | grabbed onto it hard 
as he pulled me up. Glaring, | said, "Nothing's wrong. Just gotta piss." Then | was off toward the bathroom, 
nearly pushing him over to get past without talking anymore. 


After a few relieving minutes to myself, | padded reluctantly back to the dark room where Kirk sat on the 
couch, the movie still paused on the same frame. | sat down where | had been before. The spot was still warm. 
After a few seconds of waiting for Kirk to start the movie again, | looked over at him. "What are you doing, 
dude? I'm back," | said. 


Kirk smiled at me. It wasn't that mischievous, toothy smile, nor the shy one, but it melted me nonetheless. It 


was a smile of sympathy. ‘Lars, we're not watching this movie anymore. You don't like horror, do you?" 


| frowned, ready to protest, but Kirk's look was knowing. | sighed. "I don't like horror, no. I've barely ever 


watched a horror movie. But | didn't think it would scare me this much!" 

Its not for everyone, man. But why did you say you like it if you don't?" Kirk asked. 

| frowned again as | tried to cook up a logical response in my head, but in the end, there was nothing. Nothing 
but the stupid, embarrassing truth. "I wanted to impress you. | wanted you to think we had stuff in common. 


But we don't, really." | felt my face heating up. 


Kirk smiled a different smile, but | wasn't sure what this one was yet. "Sure we do. And you never know. 


Horror might grow on you eventually. That's how it worked for me" 

| nodded thoughtfully. "Hey, Kirk?" | finally said. 

Kirk looked at me. "Huh?" 

| wanna keep watching the movie, if you do, but." | trailed off. | didn't know how to ask for what | wanted 


He knew, though. Somehow, he always knows. And we've barely been friends for a year. "C'mere, Larsy. I've got 


you," he said, gesturing to a spot much closer to him on the couch. 
| smiled and scooted in without hesitation. "Thanks," | mumbled. 


Kirk's arm was around my shoulder now, pulling me in even closer. "Sure. Now, the best parts are coming up 


soon. I'm glad you didn't wanna stop." 
Though Kirk was now focused wholly on the movie, almost entranced, | was focused on him. On the hand that 
squeezed my shoulder gently each time he thought | would be scared, on the warmth of being so close to him, 


on everything about him. 


| don't think I'll stop being focused on Kirk for a really long time. 


Escape 


Author's Notes: 
Ill keep trying to update often. Enjoy! 


l'm getting in a little bit deep with Kirk. After touring with our first album, we had a lot of time to get close. 
Too close, maybe. If you're wondering how close, I'm talking close enough that we shared a bed when he felt 
especially homesick. Of course | wanted to be there for him. He's become one of my closest friends. Sleeping 
that close, though, along with everything else, didn't help my situation 


We've been in the studio lately, recording a new album. After just a little time off, | started to miss Kirk. He 
was only staying with his mom for a few weeks, but it was long enough. | could hardly wait to see him. I'd 
forgotten what it was like to live without him close. As much as | love James and Cliff, they were missing the 
kind of softness and sweetness that came with Kirk. 


| was the first to greet him when he came back | had to contain my excitement, of course. Kirk was still shy 
and reserved, quite the opposite of me. | was ready to throw myself at him the second | caught sight of him. 
But that would be ridiculous, of course. He'd think | was crazy. Wouldn't he? 


It didn't stop me from giving him a hug, one which seemed to be happily returned. It also didn't stop me from 
rambling on and on about everything | did while he was gone, even though he probably wasn't very interested. 
That's another thing | love about Kirk; he lets me talk, and he always feigns interest, at the very least. James 
just tells me to stop blabbing for a few seconds, and it's easy to tell when Cliff is blocking me out by the odd 
timing of his nods. 


Anyway, now that I've gone off topic for a while, back to the album. Being in the studio with everyone has 
been a lot of fun, but we never really get much of an escape from each other. (Funnily enough, Escape is the 
title of one of the songs. Maybe that's what James had in mind) We record all day together, we live together, 
we perform together, we do everything together. So its no surprise that we need to get out and do our own 


thing sometimes. But for me, that can be a little difficult. 


Although | sometimes come off as the loud, confident one, it's hard for me to want to go out alone. Most 
nights, | watch all of the guys leave, one by one, to do their own things. Kirk, even. | wish | felt confident 
enough to go out by myself and hang out alone, but being without at least one of the others makes it the 
least appealing thing in the world. 


After a long and stressful day for all of us in the studio, just a few nights ago, James decided he was going to 
go get a drink. For as shy as he was, he was always fine with doing that. He also didn't seem to have too much 
of a problem picking up girls; it wasn't hard to see why, between that blonde hair and those baby blue eyes, 

his height and his perfect tan. All things | was lacking. Cliff followed soon after, and | knew that that meant Kirk 


wouldn't be far behind Another night for me to sit in alone and do nothing. 


| was just sitting on our gross, worn out couch and drinking a can of cheap beer from the fridge, staring at 
the blank TV because | didn't feel like moving to get the remote. Staying home alone every night was starting 
to suck, but | knew the others wanted their time alone. I'm not completely unaware of the fact that l'm a pain 


in all of their asses sometimes. 


When | heard the door to Kirk's bedroom open and his normal feather-light, quick footsteps coming towards 
where | was, | assumed it was to grab his jacket, which was strewn across the arm of the couch. | didn't 


expect him to plop down next to me on the couch and grab my beer can to steal a swig. 


"What are you doing, Hammett? Aren't you going out? Your jackets right here," | said, handing it to him and 
taking my beer back. 


Kirk shrugged. "| dunno. I'm kind of getting sick of going out. td rather stay in with you tonight, if that's cool,” 
he said. He took the beer can again, but | made no effort to get it back. 


"How'd you know | don't go out?" | asked softly. For not the first time, Kirk surprised me. 


He shrugged. "You never look too hungover. And you're always in when | get back, even though you say you're 


leaving late. It only makes sense." He flashed me a quick smile. They only get harder and harder to resist. 


"Yeah, okay. You got me. | just hate going out by myself. I'm smaller than you guys are, and everyone can tell 
I'm not from here, and | can't enjoy it at all. But | know you guys need your time and stuff. Having me around 
kinda kills the vibe with girls, too," | replied | sounded shyer than | had wanted to. 


Kirk's arm was soon around my shoulder and pulling me in close. "Dude, you should have said something. I'm not 
a big fan of going out alone either. | just didn't want you guys to think | was boring or something. I'd much 
rather just hang out with you, Lars." He smiled in that shy, soft way that only Kirk did. It practically 


mesmerized me. 


"You would? Because Kirk, | don't care. It doesn't bother me to hang out alone. | know you need some time away 


sometimes, and | can be a pain in the ass, and | drive you all crazy-" 


He cut me off. "Jesus, Lars. | would. | like hanging out with you, y'know. You're the best friend I've had in a 
really long time." His free hand moved up to tuck the wildly curly hair back from his face. 


| sighed, mostly with relief, but just a little bit because of how perfectly adorable he looked when he did that. 


"Really?" That was all | could muster. 


Kirk laughed shyly with a nod. "Yeah. Really. And | can't even begin to thank you for helping me while we were 
touring. I've never been away from home that long before. Having someone was nice," he said. | only nodded in 


response. 


We were both quiet for a few moments, but it was Kirk who broke the silence. "Wanna go grab more beer? 


We can watch another horror movie," he said, a hopeful grin spreading across his face. 


| rolled my eyes. "We haven't done that for months. And it was horrible. | was so fucking scared," | said, yet | 
still found myself getting up to get the beer. 


"l'Il pick something less scary this time. How's that?" he replied. He was already thumbing through his collection 
of tapes. 


| sighed and flopped back down on the couch. "Fine, okay." | rolled my eyes and sat the beer down on the table 


in front of me. 


Kirk came up with a satisfied smile on his face, holding a tape that was mostly obscured from my view. | 


leaned over a little to try and see what it was, but | couldn't tell. 

"You'll like this one," Kirk said as he popped it in. 

"Doubt it. What is it?" | asked, grabbing one of the cans of beer. 

Kirk grabbed the other one. "You'll see. It's pretty scary though. Will you be good?" 


| sighed and tried to hide my slight nervousness. "Yeah, I'll be fine," | said. | shifted slightly and sat the can 
down on the table. 


Kirk must not have been satisfied by my answer. Although he didn't say anything, he was soon closer to me, 
and his arm was around my shoulder. | found myself moving in closer, and soon | was tangled up in his arms 


and legs. Somehow, | wasn't even a little bit scared of the movie now. 


After we had watched for quite a while, Kirk mumbled, "H's not too bad, right?" His hair tickled my neck when | 
shook my head slightly. 


"No. Sitting with you helps, though. Helped last time, too," | said softly. 


| could tell Kirk was smiling as he spoke. "I owe it to you for making you suffer through these movies. But it's 


fun to watch them with you.” 


| didn't say anything more for a long time, but being this close to Kirk, | was far from suffering. 


Healing 


Author's Notes: 

So, first of all, this chapter is a lot sadder than the others so far, so be warnedl! They won't all be like this, 
though. Second, sorry its taken so long to update. | got back to school this week and have been pretty busy! 
Enjoy! 


Is all been happening so fast the past few months. Our biggest album yet came out, we were having the time 
of our lives touring, and just like that, Cliff was gone. 


It doesn't feel real at all. | almost always expect him to still be there when | get up in the morning, almost 


always expect him to be hanging out with James or smoking a joint when | get home. But he's really gone. 


James isn't taking it well. He's been hysterical for almost two weeks. After all the loss he's suffered already, it 


isn't hard to see why. | only wish he would let us in, to help him get through. He'll barely talk to me or Kirk. 


And Kirk He's heartbroken. Although we've spent a lot of time together, he always had a special bond with 
Cliff. Just to make it worse, Cliff was sleeping in his bunk that night. Even though it wasn't his fault, he won't 


forgive himself. 


Watching my two closest friends fall apart has been difficult. A lot of times | feel like falling apart too, but | 
know | need to be strong for them. | know | can't let the band fall apart. It isn't what Cliff would have wanted. 
So instead of taking the time to let myself lose it, I've been working. Talking to press, looking into auditioning 


bassists, and trying to console my friends about the loss of the person we all loved so much. 


Through all that I've been doing to keep the band together, and to try to stay sare, I've barely had time to 
sleep. Time to rest. Time to think about Cliff. I've kept my own feelings shoved down to care for Kirk and 
James, and | know it's bad for me. Today, | finally cracked. 


| just had gotten off of the phone with more press people. | don't even keep track of who they all are anymore. 
| walked through the living room, a journey not unfamiliar to me, when | noticed a box in the corner of the 
room. None of us had noticed it since coming back home, not surprisingly. There's been too much on our minds 


to worry about cleaning the house. 


But then it hit me. We'd been in a rush to leave that morning, and Cliff, slow as ever, had been lagging behind. 
We needed to go. It was our first big tour, and we couldn't be late to the airport. | practically dragged him out 
the door. 


"But Lars," he had said, "my tapes are in there! | have to take them with me. They're just sitting in the corner 
by the TV. I'll be fast, | swear." He had pulled to try and get out of my grip. 


| continued to drag him forward. "We'll be home in a few months. You don't need them right now! They aren't 
going anywhere, Cliff! We'll be home in a few months and they'll be sitting right there, where you left them, 
and you can listen to them again. We can't be late today!" He didn't put up much of a fight. | guess he agreed 
with me finally. 


As | walked over and opened the small box earlier, | wish | would have let him take them with. My words, his 
words, it was all running through my head. As | thumbed through the tapes, all of his favorite albums, tears 
started to blur my eyes. | pulled one out and ran my thumb over the label, written in his neat print, slightly 
smudge. | didn't even realize how hard | was sobbing, how much | was shaking, until | felt a hand on my 


shoulder. 


"Lars?" A soft, weak voice. Kirk's voice. | put the tape down and slowly turned towards him. "Lars," he repeated, 


quiet and raspy with an edge of sadness. 


| sniffed, wiped my eyes, swallowed, did everything to stop the sobs from coming, but nothing worked. For the 
first time since that horrible night, | was crying. 


Kirk's arms were around me quickly, engulfing me in a tight hug. "I'm s-sorry. lim trying so hard to be strong 


for you guys, but | just-just.." | couldn't bring myself to finish. 


"IFs okay, it's okay. | know. It's really hard. You don't have to be strong for us, Larsy. We can all be weak 
together for a little while," Kirk mumbled. He held me closer. A gentle hand found its way to my hair. 


"| can't, Kirk. We gotta keep this band together. Cliff wouldn't want us to stop. | gotta keep us going," | 
whispered. My voice was shaking. 


Kirk was quiet for a while, just holding me. Everything was silent, save for the occasional whimper | let out. 
Even James, locked constantly in his own bedroom, was quiet. Until the door opened, and soft footsteps padded 
out into the living room. 


Kirk and | both looked up at James, who seemed more fragile and broken than either of us. His hair was in 
knots and his eyes were completely bloodshot. He looked as though he hadn't left bed for days, which wasn't 
far from true. His t shirt was the same one he wore three days ago, changed at my urging him to take a 


shower. 


He stood and watched us silently for a moment, and we looked back at him. Finally, his quiet voice asked, "Guys? 
Are you okay? Lars?" 


Hearing him, seeing him like this, it finally broke me down in a way | hadn't let it before. | could only manage to 
shake my head before the sobs came back. James was sitting down next to us before | knew it, his hand on 
my shoulder. 


| finally got enough composure to speak. "I'm sorry you had to see me like this. l-l didn't want to break down, 
but | just saw Cliffs tapes and | couldn't help it," | said. 


James squeezed my shoulder. "H's okay to cry, Lars. We all miss him," he mumbled. 


"We're here for you, too. I'm sorry it hasn't really felt like it the past couple weeks, but we're here for you," 


Kirk added. 
"Thank you both. | love you," | said softly. | never say things like that, but it slipped out before | could stop it. 


"We love you, too," Kirk replied He hugged me tighter. | had my head turned just enough to see James's nodded 


agreement. 


The two of them sat with me until | had cried myself out. | finally felt the relief I'd been needing for weeks as 
| started to catch my breath again. | also began to feel a little embarrassment as | calmed down. All this time 
I'd been spending trying to make myself the strong one, just to break down in front of them like this. Somehow, 
| brought myself to look at Kirk. He gave me a comforting smile, but his eyes were sad. When | looked over at 


James, he was staring at the floor. | knew it would take a long time for him to recover from this. 
"l-Im really sorry, guys. Didn't mean to break down like this," | said. 
Kirk only shook his head. "Its okay, Lars. Really. We're all having a hard time with this." 


James nodded. "We have each other, though," he mumbled. He still didn't look up. 


"Thank you. | just found, um, this." | turned to pull Cliff's box of tapes into my lap. The two of them looked 


curiously. It was the most interest in anything James had shown in a while. 


"Cliff's tapes?" Kirk asked. He ran his fingers over the rows of tapes in the box. | nodded. The two of them 
moved in closer so that they could see better as | started to thumb through the box. 


Though we stayed quiet for a while, as | pulled out tape after tape, James finally stopped me. "Cliff loved this 
one," he said softly. | handed it to him, and watched him turn it over in his hands. A small smile touched his 
lips; the first in weeks. 


We continued to look through the box, each of us pulling one out to look at from time to time. Finally, | came 
to one that nearly made me smile. | took it out to look at for a few moments. It was the birthday present | 
had gotten him, one he'd wanted for a while. 

"You got that one for him, didn't you?" Kirk asked. 


| nodded. "We listened to it together when he got it" | held the tape for a few moments, then finally put it 
back. 


The three of us stayed huddled in a circle as | went through the box. When | finally got to the last of them, 
James hesitantly moved to put back the one he had taken out. | could tell it was hard for him; a little piece of 
Cliff he had to give away. 


"Cliff would want you to have it, James," Kirk said softly, 
"Are you sure?" James looked at me for reassurance. | nodded my agreement. 
"He would. You both loved it. He would want you to have it," | said. 


Another small smile spread across his face. He nodded, finally. "We did always have fun listening to this," James 
said. 


Kirk and | both nodded at James and smiled reassuringly. We knew he needed all the comfort he could get right 
now. James slowly stood up. "lm going to go and listen to it," he said softly. He was retreating again to his 
bedroom, but it was a step for him. 


| sighed as | watched him go. Kirk stayed with me, just sitting on the floor. He stroked my hair and held me. 
We were both quiet. 


"lm going to go and put these with Cliff's other things. To give to his parents," Kirk finally whispered. | 
shivered at the coldness of his absence as he stood up. | nodded at him, though | wanted him to stay more 


than anything. 


As he moved to walk past me, though, he leaned down close to me. "I'll be right back, okay?" he said quietly. He 
kissed the top of my head before he left. The tenderness of the gesture was enough to warm me up again 


As | sat alone on the floor of our Tiny living room, memories of Cliff filled my head. Good ones, though. Ones 
where we were laughing, ones where we were teasing, ones where we were just jamming together. | thought 
also of Kirk. | know that healing will take a long time, | know it won't be easy for me to handle this, but | also 
know it isn't impossible. Falling in love with Kirk is helping me to believe it. 


